MICHAEL  DRAYTON  and ANON

In kenning of the shore,
(Thanks to God first given)

O, you the happiest men

Be frolic then!
Let cannons roar,
Frighting the wide heaven!

And in regions far

Such heroes bring ye forth,

As those from whom we came;

And plant our name
Under that star
Not known unto our North,

And as there plenty grows
Of Laurel everywhere,

Apollo's sacred tree,

You may it see
A poet's brows
To crown, that may sing there,

Thy Voyages attend
Industrious HACKLUIT,

Whose reading shall inflame

Men to seek fame,
And much commend
To after-Times, thy wit.

M. DRAYTON

From Dowland's Second Book of Songs or Airs, 1600
Fine knacks for ladies, cheap, choice, brave, and new !
Good pennyworths, but money cannot move 5
I keep a fair, but for the Fair to view!
A beggar may be liberal of love.
Though all my wares be trash, the heart is true,
The heart is true,
The heart is true*
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